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whiteh he sed them was a mesr
yuth  malmed  Gus Golden  «
whitel yon shal here ferther air
this tail bLe don. becaws he was
a brave & noble lad,

“Poo who! boo who! How dair vou speak =0

to my san?” eried Missus Golden the muther oy
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a0 hut
=all not my in

1 to me as you ple
chitd a b -
at vore dore, Simin Harnd
* Jaffed the Kowardly broot,

“what

m the =in

umbe] eot benethe the Lill, “he is a hard harted
man & will tern us out ov howse & hoam.”

“Fere not muther” sed Gus nobel lad whiteh
he . “but thay is= wun thing yon nevver toabl
me & that is abowt my farther riting to vou
abowt that gold mine, whare is his letter?”

“Sense vou ask ome iowil get it" sed his
mither, & she did. The nobel boy cond skaree
retrane the teers as he gaized vwppon the dok-
Ryment & he sed, :,hmkm*; with emoshun,

“Alass muther dere dident farther rite a
lunly hund? Eat i wood be aloan & peroose the
letter four unless i am mistaken it may hoald
a sekrit whiteh wil maik ns riteh, leve nu

Far intwo the nite did our hero set up red
ing & ling oaver agen his farthers letter buat
no sekrit ov the hidden
mine that he ecood find, on
till just as the ferst f

do vou .. whatever it is
it » kallummy !™
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cet, #i speke but the trooth
& s kuo it.

went gold diggive
he wroat to e
the too oy youse had
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nesver eum hoam, my

hissliind,™
“l aw, what is that to
1 Y osed the ereanl
“i lust yore
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oy nine
is Tood
oar  grizzly

the sehrit ov 1t
youn koo &
h | mre vou have
awl vore fourtune, if you
was not the koward whiteh

flush ov dawn was= tinting
hills  he  happened 1o
the cshete ov  paper
. & lie  sene  sumthinge
whitech maid his eyes pop
out ov his hed !
“Muther o muther” he
eride, “rise [ pray you, hear

yon
tern

is wunderful noos!™
What is it my nobel
<un™ sed his muther entring

the room, “o what, kepe me
not in suspenst "

“The sekrit ov the lost
gold mine” sed our her
“lwar, on the back ov the
letter ov my reveared far-
ther it is ritten so awl may
rede just exactly whare the
mine is in the Rocky mown-
tins!"

“My mnobel sun” hi-
muther sed, “how did jou.
happin to think to look on

yooare vou womd shair it
with me & my

sun.”

“Have a kare wumman.”
hiss Simun Hardkassel, *them is harsh werds
& remember §ohav vou in my power!”
r har™ the nobel wumman laffed skorn-
fully, “i defy you, just bekaws yon happin to own

the umbel eot in whiteh i dwel you nede mot
think yon kan trete me Ilimf‘ T.u: skum ov the
erth. i defy you agen & agen!

el aur }1- o who up to this time had

kep si'vnet. now nnable to restrane himself lnn"rr,
e you two you misserabul desput I”
ses uppon you” sed the mersiless retch
“taik that!™
& struk our hero a kowardly slap in the

faise whitch cent him reeling like a drunkin man
oanly our he . gentel reder, did Dot drink.

=0 my sun” eride his muther running 1o pick
him up. but he leped to his fete nimbly & fais-
ing the skowndrel sed,

“Simun Hardkassel i may he
vuth but let me tel you that
lady pressent, i reffer to my
Leviin ble=s her, & if yore gray 1}
protek you i wood chastize you within an intch
oy vore kowardly life four laving pe rlooted hands
Wprpoen e, but as it is i spair you?

“Boall werds" laffed S n Hardkassel *& i
hav killed men four less in & vs, but
iv yon becaws vou are 3 Hear,
taik this & darken my portuls no moar ™

S <aving he flung our hero a coin, a 50 cent
peves & wood ov terned avay, but Gas Golden
was= not the kind ov a boy he thot he was to be
bribed with a half a doller. Pkking up the
koin he flung it at Simun Handkassel =avinge.

“Taik back vore ill got ganes. i spern it. &
licsen to me. You may kepe the sekrit ov the
hidden gold mine but i wil find it & when i do,
Smun Hardkassel bewair four i wil hav no mersy
on yon! Kam muther let us henst I

“What mene you™ sed Simun .Hardkassel his
faise blantching with fere, “what mene you ™

“Xevervon mind what i mene™ sed our hero
terning on his hele, “but von wil roo the day
vou spoak harshiy to Gus the gold digger, kurses
on you!"
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CHAPTER 11.
Last Gaold Wine.

al. ASS my sun i fere you hav dun a wrash thimr
¥ 4, epeke to Simun Harndkassel that way™ sed
Gus's muther that mite when thay was in thare
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Varew for Art Always,

the back side of the letter?”

“Twas Fait” sed Gus
moddestly, “& it has delivered Simon Hardkassel
into onr hands, four this verry day i start four
the Rocky Mowntins to find the lost gold mine
& when i retern we shal be ritch beyond the
dremes ov avarish!™

“May ‘.l.md provy idenst spede yore gwest my
nobel sun” his muther sed, “& i hoap you get
the gold befour the ferst ov the munth fonr
Simun Harkassel wil be after me fnur the rent
& alass 1 cannot pay it unless you do!”

*Indulje no idol feres muther dere” sed our
Liero. *but prepair my luntch four the time is
shoart & i must away

It was but a matter ov a few moments to
et reddy & then onr hero Kissed his muther a
fond fairwel & was gone.

1t he did not go direck to the Rocky Mown-
tins, insted he terned his footsteps towards the
manshun whare Simun Hardkassel lived. No. he
did not wish 1o see that hard harted monster
agen, but his  beawtiful dawter Ermentrosd
whiteh he luved derely & who reterned his ten-
der pashhun. When he toald her he was going 1o
the Rocky Mow ntins =he cride & =sed,

“) leve me not my hero becaws if you
do my farther wil l\vpn- his treat to maik me
marry Conwnt Perssivul dee Vere the forrun nobel-
man whitch is staying hear.

“Fere thee not fare Ermentromd™ sed our
hero, “when i get back frum the Rocky Mown
tins vore farther wil not dair refoose me yore
hand, & mnow fairwel, I must waist no moar
time maiking luv. won moar tender Kiss & then
ho foar the hidden gold mine ™

So saving our hero stroad nobly down the
frunt path. but even as he dun =0 a hiddens faise
pl"t'l\nl out frum behind the parler kerting, say-
ing.

—ﬂ{r mmy.

Har har. so von think to foil Cownt Pers
sival dee Vere frum marrving Ermentrood four
her monnev do vou. nevver, four | wil tel her
farther what vou hav sed & wo be unto you!™

CHAPTER 1IN
The Eckrit or the Worntins,
AL\SS. wil i nevver git thare™
It was nun uther than Gus Golden the

Boy Gold Digger whitch uttered them werd=. 4
vo wunder bis yuthfull bert was busting with



